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"Thank you , " I added. 
He turned out the lights and locked the door as we 
walked out of the office. We walked down the stairs and out 
of the main doors of Old Carmichael. I was headed back 
towards the dorm, and he was headed in the opposite 
direction towards the parking lot. The wind was stronger 
now, and I shivered inside the brittle shell of my ski jacket. 
' 'Well, have a godd vacation, and I'll be looking for that 
paper when you get back, ' ' he told me as he left. I stood for 
a moment, watching him as he went, a stoop-shouldered 
figure in a grey overcoat, with a lightness in his step that 
seemed incongruous with his bulk and age. The pigeons 
were circling above him, trying to find on the roof of Old 
Carmichael a warm place in which to nestle for the evening. 
I pulled my collar up around my neck and started across 
campus, a little sorry that already the quarter had ended. 
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I was born, am alive, and will die. 
of identical Stuff are We; 
from the Whole We All emerge 
as I am You are Me. 
from my eyes the tears do fall 
as the Whale is drowned 
and the Baby starved. 
All is One is God. 
each Creation I defend 
as parts of my own Self, 
in All, I can exult. 
I am God is You. 
